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> refletion speaks in me 
here Is peace 


Gazing upon the work of Andrea Sozzi | feel as if | am lured into a domain of intricate detail through the eyes of a 
magician. There are dimentions and designs of a timeless world that frame stories of passion and romance. Portals 
are seen in a single glance and they invite you inward to celebrate light and life. The reflections speak in metaphors 
and thus harbor feelings of introspection. Imagery is captured in a surrealist way as if you can hear the sounds and 

smell the atmosphere. In between the black and the white lies an evidence of presence where you journey to a place 
in which time is undefinable and the shadows whisper secrets of the grey world. 


Maria Gonzalez - U.S.A. 


Gravir, s'enfuir, s'échapper ou rester. 

Choisir. 

La mer, l'immensité..... 

La solitude. 

Etre seul , se retrouver, s'égarer? 

Une présence parfois suggérée. 

Effacer, s'effacer. 

Se détester, c'est pour ensuite mieux s'aimer. 
S'arrêter, poser un regard, fixer, contempler. S'ima- 
giner, rêver... 

Voir loin, très loin. 

Serein. 


To climb up, escape, run away or stay. 
To choose. 

The sea, the infinite... 

The solitude. 

To be alone, to see our way, to get lost? 
A presence suggested at times. 

To delete, to fade away. 

To hate oneself, or better to love oneself. 
To stop, to cast a glance, to stare, to contemplate. 
To imagine, to dream... 

To be farsighted, miles off. 

Serene. 


Anonymous - France 
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Un mundo que ma 


Un mundo que marcha. Que se dirige a ninguna parte. 

Inexorable, vaciado, el protagonista excluyente de estos ‘recortes de alma' es, claro, el ojo del 
fotógrafo. Aquí no hay gente que pose mirando a cámara ni maquillaje que disimule las ojeras de la 
noche más larga. 


En esta serie de fotografías podemos apreciar ventanas que se abren, personas que se van, pasajes y 
pasadizos, escaleras, en fin... líneas. Líneas que se dirigen hacia el cielo o hacia la tierra, que son 
músculo tieso y abuela rama. 


Como decía mi amigo Manel Leor: “la Belleza, así, con mayúsculas, reside en algo minúsculo” Algo tan 
simple o elaborado como una fotografía o un copo de nieve. 


Bien hecho, Andrea. 


fernando prats. 


rcha 


A world that marches forward and goes nowhere. Inexorable, drained, the protagonist who can isolte these 、 clips 
of soul' is, of course, the eye of the photographer. There are no people here looking straight into the camera or 
make-up that disguises the dark circles of the longest night. 


In this series of pictures we can appreciate windows that are opened, people who move away, passages, stairs, 
lines. Lines that reach towards the sky or to the ground, which is stiff muscle and withered branches. 


As my friend Manel Leor said: “Beauty, like that, in capital letters, resides in something very small” Something so 
simple or elaborate as a photograph or a snowflake. 


Well done, Andrea. 


fernando prats. 


(Expert in communicology, writer and art director. He lives in 
Barcelona where he directs Estudi Prats and the highly 
acclaimed magazine 'Y Sin Embargo”). 

fernandoprats.com | ysinembargo.com | estudiprats.com 
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Wanderer in his poetical and enigmatical world. 

Andrea Sozzi is the only photographer who is able to find the space of emptiness and wholeness 


at the same time through the lense. 


Naoko - Japan 
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Fantazomai to mixanourgo mati otan anoigokleinei... 
mia ainigmatiki sinomotiki sxesi metaxi oratou kai aoratou. 
Auta ta duo erxontai toso konta, afinontas ta ixni tous me mia eikona... 
diafani kai adiafani, mafinei na vlepo kai tautoxrona me prokalei nanazito to apokripto. 
Fantazomai ena stoma pou afigeitai. 
To mati egine stoma... 
I fotografia den einai pia antikeimeno, 
einai mia energeia. 
Andrea sinexise auti tin energeia! 


SIKO 


I imagine the mechanic eye when it snaps... 
an enigmatic conspirational relation between the "visible and the invisible". 
They both come so close together, leaving their traces within a photo... 
a transparent and opaque together picture that let me see through half and simultanously challenges 
me to hunt the inner hidden part. 
I imagine a mouth that unfolds. 
The eye became a mouth.... 
Photo is not an object anymore, it's an action... 
Andrea keep up with this action! 


Elina Drosou - Greece 
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Through her mechanical eye 


Walking around.. on a dark and wet street.. soaking with the pain which leaks from all the people 
passing by.. she is looking through her mechanical eye.. and she sees.. and she feels.. 
stopping the time.. that will speak out her soul forever.. to her, to us.. through her mechanical eye. 


199316 J5W 
mechanical eye 


tohe 


Blaza Pavelic - Croatia 
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hablando a solas pido un deseo, 

para no tenerte cuando te quiera ver 

quedan tantas cosas de ti cuando digo que estoy mejor que antes 
con las ganas de conversar de los dias de ayer 

y de esas cosas que no vemos pero que sentimos 

me quedo hoy pendiente de la noche 

y asi quiero volver a repetir lo pasado 


talking alone i ask for a wish 

to not have you when 1 want to see you 

there are so many things left of you when i say that i am better than before 
with the time to talk about yesterday 

and those things that we do not see but we feel 

i stay today with the night 

and that way i want to repeat the past 


Cynthia - California U.S.A. 


1 solas pido un desec 


RUHUM, SESSIZLIGIMIN ARKASINA SAKLANMIS... 
HISSEDIYORUM....YANLIZ KALMAMI BEKLIYOR..BENIMLE KONUSMAK ICIN..PAYLASMAK ICIN SESSIZLIGIMI.. 
Bazen.... 
BENI SERBEST BIRAKTYOR....HAYATIMI SEYRETMEK ICIN..O ZAMAN SESSIZLIGIMIN CIGLIGINI DUYUYRUM.. 
MUTLULUGUNU KAYBETMIS GIBI..ACT CEKIYORMUSCASINA.. 
Fakat..RUHUM GOZUKUYOR SAKLANDIGI YERDEN.. 
Goruyorum...O BENIM! 
RUHUM, SESSIZLIGIMIN ARKASINA SAKLANMIS.. 


TESEKKURLER SEVGILI ANDREA ! RUHUMU AYDINLATTIGIN ICIN.. 
SEVGILER 


MY SOUL HAS BEEN HIDDEN BEHIND MY SILENCE..... 
I FEEL IT..IT IS WAITING FOR MY LONELINESS..TO TALK WITH ME..TO SHARE MY SILENCE.. 
Sometimes... 
IT SETS ME FREE...TO WATCH MY LIFE.. THEN I HEAR THE SCREAM OF THE SILENCE.. 
LIKE IT HAS LOST ITS HAPPINESS..LIKE IT IS IN PAIN.. 
But...MY SOUL COMES TROUGH FROM THE HIDDEN PLACE .. 
I see it... IT IS ME! 
MY SOUL HAS BEEN HIDDEN BEHIND MY SILENCE..Photo is not an object anymore, it's an action... 
Andrea keep up with this action! 


THANK YOU DEAR ANDREA ! FOR SPARKING MY SOUL.. 
LOVE 


KAREN - TURCHIA 
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